l87i]	SUNDAY IN MAY	119
on, and there was a most interesting view from the rear. Then her
grandmother washed her head with soft soap and hot water in a tub,
die little image kneeling down in her drawers on the cold stone
floor with her head in the tub close to the open door into the road.
Wednesday, 19 April
Mr. Venables heard this morning from Chelsea Hospital. The
authorities have granted a pension of ninepence a day to our old
Peninsular veteran John Morgan of the Bronith with arrears from
February. Mr. V. went to the old man's house to announce the
good news.
Monday, May Day
Up early, breakfast at 7 and the dog cart took me to the station
for the 8 train. It was a lovely May morning, and the beauty of the
river and green meadows, the woods, hills and blossoming orchards
was indescribable. At Hereford two women were carrying a Jack
in the Green about the High Town. In the next carriage a man was
playing a harp and a girl a violin as the train travelled. At Chippen-
ham no one was at the station. I left my luggage and walked up to
Langley.
Sunday, 7 May
I went to church early, soon after ten o'clock, across the quiet
sunny meadows. There was scarcely any one about — only one boy
loitering by the stile in Becks by the road under the elms. The trees
are in their most exquisite and perfect loveliness. There is usually
one day in the Spring when the beauty of everything oilrninates
and strikes one peculiarly, even forcing itself upon one's notice and
a presentiment comes that one will never see such loveliness again at
least for another year. This is the day that Robert Burns delighted
in, the first fine Sunday in May. He had a peculiar love for such a
day as this. The great elms shaded the road from the glowing sun-
shine and everything was still and beautiful and green.
I went into the churchyard under the feathering larch which
sweeps over the gate. The ivy-grown old church with its noble
tower stood beautiful and silent among the elms with its graves at its
feet. Everything was still. No one was about or moving and the
only sound was the singing of birds. The place was all in a charm of
singing, full of peace and quiet sunshine. It seemed to be given up
to the birds and their morning hymns. It was the bird church, the

